FROM STRENGTH TO STRENGTH

corner of a khan, peeping from among the trees, might
have been the tower of an English country church. By the
roadside great stacks of gathered brushwood looked like
shrivelled discoloured seaweed.

Twilight deepened into night. A crescent moon rose
in the sky, cut in two by the finger of Muhammad. Cold
and tired and stiff, we rattled on towards Isfahan, feeling
as if we had travelled for weeks upon the back of a mule
or a donkey, instead of only for hours in a car.

"The fatigue of a journey cuts off a man's voice at the
lips and halves his understanding," murmured Rumi,
capping our unspoken thoughts.

At last, topping a rise, we saw a blaze of lights. It
was Isfahan again. Stopping at the inevitable police post
we feasted our eyes upon the comforting electricity. What
heeded we that it came from a modern factory, more than
unattractive in the cold light of day ? We had arrived, and
almost fell into our beds. Thank Heaven for European
comfort once more.
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